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The Durch Damnified ; 


= — — — 


OR, Ihe Butter- Boxes Bobd. 


z Being a brick and true account how Sir Xcfert Holme, Sir Phillip Howard, and 
Sir i m Jeri gi, with Eleven Companies of Foot, Five Fire- hips, and 
ſome Ketchcs, and Poats, Burnt and Leſtroy'd near a Hundred and Sixty 
Saile of Dutch Ships in the 4h. As alſo they Burnt the rich Town of Bra; - 
daris, in the Icland of Selling, conſiſting of above A Thouſand Houſes, Richly Fur- 


nithr, with GDs of exrraordinay value. 


Our Scamen and Souldiers returning Richly laden 


wich their Enemies Spoyle, being ſufficiently 1ewarded for their Noble enterpriſe, and all this 
perform. d (by Gods P.ovidence) with the loſſe of Len Men on our fide. 


The Tune is, A Fig For Fiance, and Holland too, &c, 


n: Bells for jop, let none be lad, 
No now Ve have news will make pon 
Gen make you blith and merry to, (glad 
o hoo the Dutch are fozc'd to bow: 
Their vzags and boaſts will not prevail, 
Tue teach tyem fo to lowre their Sail. 

Taen Hogan Mogans b'ware your Pates, 
For now we ſhall make you diſtreſſed States. 
Nie paid pou home in July laſt, 
And ſoundly dtd your ſides bumbalk, 
If that pou had not ſwiftly run, 
Po: ſurely had been quite undone : 
But now we landed on pour ſho2e, 
And found the way to make pou pooꝛ. 
Then Hogan Mogans b'ware your Pates, 
For now we ſhall makeyou diſtreſſed States, 


q 


| Fo2 all pour idle vain ercuſes, 


C're long we ſhall pull up pour Sluces; 

Dur men have found the way to land 

As pou by this will underſtand: 

It will be but a bitter Pill, 

M hen ſuch ſad news pour hearts do ffl!, 
Then Hogan Mogans b'ware your Pates, 
For now we ſhall make you diſtreſſed States. 

Pou in pour Harbours lurk foz fear, 

Not thinking ſuch bad news to hear, 

We ſcozn to come and teal pour Shep, 

And then like Thie ves away to cr p: 

Pour Towns to Burn, and Ships to fire 

Js wozk that Engliſhmen deſire. 

Then Hogan Mogans b'ware your Pates, 
For now we ſhall make you diſtrefled ſtares, 
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| Fo2 all pour idle vain ercuſes, 
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8 Had o2ders upon Tueſday night, 
The Uly Jcland foz to burn, 
And quite deſtrop't ere he return: 
Sir Philip Howard did him aſſiſt, 
Sir William Jemings he did his beſt. 
Then Hogan Mogans curſe your Fates, 
For now we ſhall make you diſtreſſed States. 
They choſe eleven hundzed men, 
To pull the Dutch out of their Den, 
With Fire-ſhips, Ketches, Boats c Yoyes 
Well mann'd with luſty Engliſh Boyes :, 
With joyful hearts they leave the Fleet, 
And ſaple away their Foes to meet. 
Then Hosan Mogan curſe your Fates, 


For now we ſhall make you diſtreſſed States. | 


At length they ſpy'd without all faile 
One hund2ed and ſeventy Saile. 


Ot Perchant Ships which anchozed were, | 


In Uly road, being vsid of fear, 

Sir Robert Holmes he thought it ineet, 
Telitg Fire-Dhips to deſtroy that Fleet. 
Then Hogan Mogans ware your pates, 
For now we ſhall make you diſtreſſed States. 

So hotly they purſued the game, 
That ſtraight the fleet was on a flame, 
Some Frigats which the reſt did guard, 
Juſt like their Neighbours ſo thep far. d; 
Our men moſt furionflp were bent, 
And burnt them down incontinent. 
Then Hogan Mogans ware your pates, 


For now we ſhall make you diſtreſſed States. 
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And land our men ©: re none oppoſe, 
hen up we martch into the Ille, 
Our crafty foes fo? to venuile. 

Then Hogan Mogans ware your pates, 

For now we ſhall make you diſtreſſed States» 

-When thep heard of our coming nich, 
Awap they ficd, all that could flye, 
And left their goods and all the reſt, 
To be diſpoſ'd as we thought beſt, 
The bꝛaveſt Town in all that place, 
Me burnt quite down, and did deface, 

Then Hogan Mogans beware your pates, 

For now we ſhall make you diſtreſſed States, 
Dur men had plunder there good ſtoze, 

To make them rich, thep'l ne er be pooꝛ, 
They brought awap great ſtoꝛe of plate, 
And now they quatt their cups in ſtate; 
Their Cabbins are like Gold-\mithy ſhop;, 
45m ſend us many ſuch like crovs. 

Then Hogan Mogans curſe your farcs, 

For now we ſhall make you Giltretted States. 
Their trugtaild' Frows were in a maze, 
To ſee their town all on a blaze, 

Thep wept and waild, c wruna their fairs, 
And curſt the ir States, which was the cauſe, 


Pap all that's ene mies to our Ring, 


Be bꝛouaht to (uch like banquett ing. 

Then Hogan Mogaas curſe your Fates, 

For now we fhall make you diſtreſſed States: 
With Allowance. 


